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Wake, my Soulc, out of the ſlecpe of finne, 
And ſhake off Jouth the ſubic& of thy ſhame, 
Search out the way how beſt thou mayſt beginne 
To holy wortke thine humble will to freme : 
Then prouc not wearic of a little parne, 
When tiuihes gricte will breed the Spurits gaine, 


Confeſlc thy ſclfe vnworthy of the ſence, 

To learne the Icaft of the jvpernall Will, 

Beſcechthe heauens in irength of their defence, 

Toſaur and keepe thee from infernall ill : 
Then 31! ro worke,that all the world may ſee | 


The 10ytull loue berwixt thy God and thee. 


Tell of his goodnefſe how he did create thee, 
And in his wſliice how he doth corre thee, 
And in his loue, how he will ncuer bate thee, 
An that his merey neuer will reieR thee: 
Arid how hc helpr thee,when the world diſtieſk thee, | 
And with bis graces bow he ſweetly bleſt thee. p | 
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Say, | was ſicke, and he did ſend me nealch, 
I was in priſon, and he did fer ine tree ; 
And | was poore, and he did ſend me wealth, 
And I was blind, and he did make re ſee : 
I was perplext, and he did heale my paine, 
And being dead, he gaue me lite againe. 


When was lame, he did my limmes reſtore, 
When I was deate, he made me heare his yoyce, 
When 1 was wounded,he did heale my ſore, 
When I was ſad,he made my ſoule crioyce: 
When I had finn'd, he would nor yet farſake meg 
When I was loft, be did to mercy take mc. 


To ſay ver more, what he hath done {or me, 

I necds muſt ſay,his goodneſle hath no end, 

Who, when on carth he ſaw no friend tome; 

Did make me fecle | had a heaucnly friend : 
A hcaucnly friend, whoſe helpe doth faile me neuer, 
But 13 rwy comfort, and wy King for cue. 


This 1s my Lord, my life,and all my lone, 

My luing Loue, and Jouing life indeed, 

This is the bleſling of wy beſt tehoue, 

The {xcred truic whereon I ſweetly feed: 
This is the joy that makes my hcart to ling 
Honour and glury to my heauen!, King, 
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Oh King, more glorions then the World can know thee ? 
I rom whom the day,euen from on high doth ſpring, 
Where gloriwnus workes vnto the World do facw thee, 
Ot vI-110us louc the eucrlaſting King : 
The King o* life, in whom the Soule doth preue 
The hugtcſt glory of the heaucry Loue, 


By whoſc high hands were all things made ar firſt: 
By whoſc decpe Wiſedome they arc goucrnd ftull, Tu 
By whom alone arc bleſſz< or accurſt, 
That Jouc hus Word, cr diſobay biy Will: 
By whoſe ſwcet breath they liue that doe attend him, 
And by doſe wiath they die that do offend him. 


F.n who can bide the furic of his yre ? 

O: haltc conceive the comfort of his loue ? 

Vho plagues his tocs with an infernall fire, 

And plants his ſccuanrts in the heauens aboue : 
Who ſhakes the heau'ns,and males the mountains bow, 
Vf he but once >cgiu to knit hus brow, 


And where he louzs, what will hc leaue ro doe, 

Fo make the Soulc acquainted with his kindneflc ? 

And with whar ivy will he the Spirit woo, 

To ſhun the woes that grow of worldly blindneſſc? 
What paine,or gricfc, or death did he retule, 
To {aut their liucs that he did ſweetly chule 7 
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Now for the greatneſle of his porious power : 
He 13 Almighty, and all glory his, 
He made the yecr:,the month, day,night and hower, 
The Heau'ns, Earth, Sea, and what in them there 153 ' 
In him alone d»th all their being ſtand, 
And lie and dic in his Almighty hand, 


He ſpake the Word,and by his Word they were, 

Andall was good his ſecret Wiſedome did, 

His Will did worke his fauour without feare, 

And not a thought is from his Knowledge hid: 
He knowes the hearrs,and ſearcheth through the reines, 
And ices the rootes cuen of the ſmalleſt vernes. 


He detkr the Skie with Siinne,and Moone, and Starres, 
And made the Seas to flow vpon the Sand, 
Vpon whoſe ſhore his hand did (ec the barres, 
Th:y ſhall nor paſſe ro ouerfio:» the Land, 
Amid the ayre he har diſperſt the Clouds, 
And onely Man within his Mercy ſhrouds. 


Within the Depth the Fiſh their ho!2« do beepe, 

And in the Rockes the Conny makes his houſe, 

Into the Earth the crawling Wormzs do creepe, 

And ho!low Rockes are harbour for rh: Mouſ:: 
The Ly91 keepes his den, the Bird his neſt, 
And Man alone deth bur in mercy reſt, 
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Yer theſe and all are guided by his power, 


And may not paſſe the paſſage he hath giuen them, 

The Sunne his courſe,the Moone muſt know her houre, 

And clouds muſt wander but where winds haue driuen the, 
Beaſts know thei times, and Fiſhes know their rides, 


And man alone in onely mcrcy bides, 


To tell of wonder: by his wiſedome wrought, 
Fuen (rom the greateſt to the very leaſt, 
Vhich time declares by riue experience taught, 
In Fith,in Fowle,in Bird, in Man and Pcaſt : 
Marte but the power that doth 1n each abide, 
And how 1t weakens 1n their higheſt pride, 


The T.yon firſt is fearcful! of a Pe, 

The Elephant doth diead thc lirdle Mouſe, 

A crowimy Cocke the Dragon may not ſee, 

The cure Exple ſubictt ro the 1. _ 
1 he crearcſt Oxe a little rainr- worn killeth, 
And many a man aintic Canker ſrillerh, 


Y:t is the T.yvon feared for his force, 

The Elephant a huge and wighty beaſt, 
The ficry Dragon kills without remorle, 
And Eaglcs carry Lambs vnto ther neft. 


The Oxe the tunteworme vnder foot doth tread, 
And man fonctimes doth kill the Cankers head, 
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But whenthat power begins to gather pride, 
Then ſee the ſtrength of the Almighty hand, 

By whoſc high helpe the weakeſt thingy are tride, 
To ſpoile the ſtrength wherin the ffrongeſt ſtand? 
That they may know there is a power on hue, 

In whom they liuc, and at his pleaſure dic, 


To ſhew examples of the heauenly might, 

Againſt the pride of the infcriour power, 

The word of Truth doth gine a glorious light, 

Where may be ſcenc in rhinurte of an houre, . 
How greateſt ſtayes that on their ſtrength were groiided 
With headlong falls were vtterly contounded, 


How Phayaob firſt, the proud Egyptian King, 

Thar would not ſutfer [ſracl ro paſſe, 

What plagues and gricfes 41d the Almighty bring 

Vpon the houſe, eucn where his lodging was? 
Frogs, Flves,and Lyce did freely make their way, 
Euen to the chamber where proud /hayasb lay. 


A number plagues the Lord did further threaten, 

His land was ftrooken with a darkſome feare, 

His grafſe and corne by Grathopygrs was caten, 

The Plague deſtroyd his people euery where: 
And laſt, himſelte amidit his army crowncd, 
Was in a moment inthe red Seadrowned, 
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Yet through theſe ſcas his hand did make the way, 
Where all his ſeruants went and wet no foot, 
Which proues, his louc was his EleQeds ſtay, 
While Rebe]l hearts were torne vp by the root : 
Which true example to the world may prouc, 
The glorious greatneſſe of his power and Joue. 


Golah boaſted greatly of his ſtrength, \ 

Yer l:rtle David killd him wich a ſtone, "0 \ 

The Madan Hoſt was ſtrong, but yer at length, \ | 
By G:deons hand, the wa. were ouerthrowne, F 

| Bychauge of tongues fell Babylons great Tower, _—_ 


And Chriſt his Word did break the Diucls power, 


Yer in it ſelfe, what weaker is then water, | 
Which drownd proud Pharao and his mighty Hoſt? 
A Loule or Flie is of a little marrer, 
Yer with ſuch wormes ure mcn tormented moſh 
| Whar ſtrength, alas, is ina little ſtone? 
Yertſo we reade Golah oucrthrowne. 


Bur from the force of the Almighty hand, 
Which to the worl.l his glorious power ſhoweth, 
When with the weake, the ſtrongeſt cannot ſtand: 
King Dav'd wrote, and it is truly knowne, \ 
Thar power belongerh yato God alone, 
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Know then from whence this wonder-power groweth, | 
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To proue the prowefle of the heaucnly power, 
How many more examples might be ſhowne ? 
There is no yeere. no day, no nicht, nor hower, 
Bur ſome ſuch ation to the World 1s knowne: 
Thar Truth may well vnto his Glory ſpecke, 
God 1s of power, and all the World 1s weake. 


Burt fince the World cannot the Books containe, 
Wherein his Workcs of wonder may be writ, 
To Admiration let his power remaine, 
And ſay, All powers ac ſuvic vnto i: 
And let me of his Loue and Mercy write, 
Which 1s the ſubſtance ot my Soules delight, 


This powerfull Loue, the glory of all grace, 
When he had wrovght the World vnto his will, 
And plant:d cach thing in his proper place, 
And inthe courſe that they continue (till, 
Of all the Works that he in wonder wrought, 
Made onely Man the deareſt ot his thought, 


For what he made, hz: made but Man to ſerue, 
And Man to ſerue his onely ſacred Loue; 
And in his loue, doth ſo Mans life preſerue, 
As may the comfort of his care approue : 
And fo approuc, 2s may this ſentence giue, 
His gnly louc doth make the ſoule to live, 
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- He loued the earth when he did giue it life, | 
He loncd the life when he his Image gaue it, 
He loued the fleſh that made the bone a wife, 
He loucd the {oulc,when he from death did faue it : 
He loued him cuer,yet he loued him moff, 


To tctch him home when he himſelfe had loft. 


Come Poets, ye that hill the world with fancies, 
Whoſe faing Muſes thew but madding fits, 
Which all roo loune doe fall into theſe franzues, 
Thar 2r< b-gotren by miſtaking wits : 
Lay downe your lines, compare your loue with mine, 
And ſay whole vertuc is tae true diuine. 


Fer further criall, cr me give you leaue 

3 © acdc ariuth vnto your idle ſtories, 

Where with fo ofr you doe the world deceive, 

And gaine your {clues but i}-conceited glories: 
Yer when you ſce where ſweeteſt ſights ara ſhowne, 
Lookc on iny Louc, and bluſh ro ſee your ewnc. 


With &nny Beauties let your Joues be bleſt, 
The Sun doth ictch his !1ght bur from my Loue; 
You haue your wonders frem the Phoenix acſt, 
Mine honour liues but in the Heauens above. 
Your Mutes do your Ladies praiſes fing, 
1:c Angel« ſing in gloiy of my King. 
The 
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The earth, alas,from whene nce your Joues receive 
Their flowres and ſweers,their pearles & precious ſtones, 
To decke themſclues,with which they dodeceiue 
The blinded ſpirits of the ſimple oncs: 
This carth from whence their outward graces ſpring, 
Is but the foorſtoole of my heauenly King, 


And if he fo hath deckr the earth below, 

Imagine then the glory of his ſeare, 

Which may perſwade, where Angels trembleſo, 

Fot humane eves the glory is too great : 
For where the Sunne,the Moone and Starshaue light, 
For Natures eyes the beauty i isro0 bright, 


And who doth liue that ever ye did luue, 
But that ye could their faireſt taire vntold ? 
And my fairc Loue, ler faireſt truth approue, 
Nn eyecan luc in glory ro bchold: 
Your cleareſt beaury is with age declining, 
My Lones bright glory is for cuer ſhining, 


And then allow the hanour to my Loue: 
If yours be kind, rhiake who the comfort giucth, 
And know the Turkey fromcths Turtle Douc: 

If conſtant yours, that truth letrmy Louc ti, 
Who loſt his life, to ſauc his Loue thereby. 
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And let me ſee, how liveth all your loue, 
Bur on deſcrt the ſtay of all your ſtare, 
And in my Loue a further lite approue, 
Who lou'd indeed when he had cauſe to hare : 
You: tancics oft for want of fatour Narue, 


But my Louc doth both yours and minc picſerue, 


Then tru'y ſay, whom chiefe your Joues do chuſe, 
To caſt the countenance of their fauvurs on, 
Then whom againe they wholly do refuſe, 
Jn liking thought as moſt to luoke rpon : 

Then do but looke vpon my Louc his choice, 


And who: hcart moſt he maketh to retoyce, 


The wealthy, michty, wiſc and well at eaſe, 
Doe fic the fancies ot your Ladics beſt; 
But povrc,and weak2,and ſimple ſoults beſt pleaſe 
My h-anenly Louc, to labour in his breſt s 
And who the World doth veitetly retule, 
Thoſe doth my Loue vato lus fauour chuſe. 


And ſee what power is in your louing natures, 
To take or giue whar ye may gaine or loſe, 
And ye ſhall fce they arc but my Loues creatures, 
Whoſe lwzs are at his pleaſure ro diſpoſe : 

And while your fauours all do fade away, 

My ſweer Loues bleſſings neucr will decay. 


Could 
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Could ye conceiuc the ſmalleſt of the ſweer, 
That doth deſcend from my Soules dearct Louc, 
Vpon the Faith that falleth ar his feer, 
That doth in praycr but 1 mcrcy prouc : 

And you will blot out euery idle line, 

And yceld our foulcs vnto this Louc of mine, 


Compare a weed vntn a wholeſome flower, 
A cloudy Euening to a ſunny Day, 
A foggie maſt ynto an Aprill ſhower, 
Naucmber+bÞlaſt vnto a bloome of May, 
And you ſhall eablv ſce the difference plaine, 
Berwixt my Sun-thincgand your thowres of raine, 


Compare merre folly ro the fineſt wit, 

The cour!cſt copper tuthe purcR gold; 

The healchtull body with an Ague fit, 

And ſer the youthful age againit the old, ' 
The Rao ns tovle note to Philomela's voice, 
Ang quickly lay ,which 1s the better choice, 


Compare foule Pride to faire Humility, 
A kind Giicretion to a dogged nature, 
The clownith race co true Gentility, 
A bleſſed Angel to a curſed creature, 
Fauvurs to frownes,and ſnul:ings vato ſcowles, 


And ſay, The Pharnix wakes all birds but Owles. 
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Comparc th: earth vnto the heauen on hye, 
The ſpirits treaſures vnro flcthly royes, 
The pibbl- ſtonc vnro the azurde Skie, 
Th+- woes of mcn vnto the Angels toyes : 
Tac }»weft wcakneile vnto Frhighef powers, 


Thenſee the diitcence twixt my Louc and yours, 


And when you ſec how all {weer bleflings grow 
Bur from che ground of my Loues liuing grace, 
And do againe the unperteftion know, 
Wheretn you doe your fond affeion place : 
Then all your ticles to this truth refigne, 
There is no life but in this Loue of nune. 


And gine me Jeauc to praiſe wy princely Loue, 

Alehough my 135 are ſhort of fuch a worth, 

And Jet my (pirit 11 my paiſtions proue, 

What his bigh hand in mercy will bring foorth: 
And write but truth that may be truly proucd, 
My oncly Louz, ail oncly to be loud. 


Before all times, all thoughrs, all things he was, 
And cuer is, and wil! be aye the ſame, 
That doth in wonder, wonders wonder pale, 
In Truths high triumph of ecexnall fame: 
Where life, and louc,in grace and glory crownd, 
Do ſway the Scepter of the heau'ns renownd, 
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Now what he was,cannot be cemprehended, 
Who in himſelfe doth all chings cormprehe nd, 
And when that all things ſhall be whoty ended; 
Hunſcltc, his Word, his Will ſhall neucr end: 


Whoſe gracious life, all glorious love be oy 
Doth adde all grace, and endlefle glory winn: 
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And of his Etlence, this is all we inde, 
A ſpirit fully incomprehenſible, 
A louing God vato his ſeruants kinde, 
Apd in h:s humane nature ſenbble : 
In wiſdomes wonder, knowledge,quinte 
And 1n that Eſfeuce higheſt ExccUeuce. 


Tnce, 


The high Creatour of all creatures liuung, 

The {wcer Redeeme!t of bis ſc:uanrs luſt, 

The glorious grace,all grace and glory giuing. 

The loy of ioyes that glads the ſpirit mol: 
The loue of life, and life of loue 1ndecd, 
Gainſt geath and hcll,that ſtands the ſoule in Jcee. 


His ſcat is Heauen, the Earth his foor-Coole is, 
blis chicteſt dwelling with his ſoulcs e!eRed, 
His ioy to loue,and to be Jou'd of his, 
His tauour, life, vnto his loues atfeRed: 
His W ord] is Truth, which doth che Spirit try, 
Where fruitful tath hall luc, and ncucr Cyc- 
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Hts bleſſing is th= peace of Conſcience, 
His comtorc, merctes contemplation, 
Hts precious gut, the Spirits patience, 
tis wcrcy, Vertucs meditation ! 


His Grace,the oylc that kils the Spirits cuil?, 
Hts Death, the Lite that did ſubdue the Deuil?. 


His Garments arc the ſundry ſorts of graces, 
His Tributc 14 bur Sinners ſacrifice, 
His Worke, the planting Vercues 1n their places, 
His Gaine. the loue of humblc {pirirs ferutce: 
His Malicke, Þ lalmes, that Angels neucr ceaſe, 
To fing in y!ocy of the King of Peace. 


This King of Peace. this God of Life and Loue, 
Who in himſc'fc oth ajl and oncly hold 
The higheſt bleftings of the hearts behouwe, 
That fathtull truth hath to the Spirit told * 
Thas 15 the ſubſtance of inv ſoules delite, 
Vnwo:thy ſubict of his Worth to wite. 


Yet as his mercy will vouckſafc his grace, 
Wuh Interccſiion of his hugh afhiftance, 
Againſt the power that would my thoughrs deface, 
And proudly make againſt the ſoulc refiſtance: 
L will alittle give his Joue a tuch, 


Whoſe ſinalleſt praiſe is for my pen too muck, | 
Whar 
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What _- was that which made him kke Man beſt, 
Q! all the Woukes that cuer be crearcd ? 
V'hat louc ag2ine did in thatio ing reft, 
To loue h:m1o he neuer can be harcd ? 
What louc was m.re togiue the Man a Wife ? 
What louc was more to dic to giue him life ? 


The Earth within with filuer, gemmes and gold, 
Without y.ith trees and hearbs, and fruits and flowers, 
1he wartcr deepe, where Fiſhes keepe their hold, 
The Elements with all their inward powers: 
Theſe hath my Louc all mad-: for man to chule, 
And to his plcalutc in his ſeruice vic. 


The fire was male to kill the chilling cold, 

The water made to flake the burning hear, 

The ſubril] ayrc a ſecret breath ro huld, 

The carth roo drie when moiſlure 15 too great: 
Theſe crofle in natures, yet Coe mect in ones 
Only to ſcrue the vic of Maa alone, 


Each Bird, cach Beaſt, each Fowle, and euery Fifh, 
The ficih of man muſt ſerue to cloath and tecde : 
What cye can ſec, or h:art of Man can with, 
Bur ſome way ſcrues toftand poore Man 1n Ricede? 
And for that cauſe their being firſt began, 
From mercics Loue, ro ſerue = life oft Man. 
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The light was made to glad che lightlome eye, 

1 ke ſound to pic:le the pure attentwe care, 

T he ayre to draw a luing breoth thereby, 

The carth the body and the hmmes to beare: 
1he Clouds, the Starres, the Sun, the Moone, the Skic, 
Were madc tor man, to niake _ looke on hic. 


All thcſe were made out of the mould of Loue : 
Was neacr Joue came cuer ncere to this, 
Which doth a wonder 1n afteQtion prouc, 
Euen when we leſt deſeru'd the louc of His: 
For when cur ſoules did moit ettences doc him, 
He came himſcltc 1n louc to call ys to hum, 


To make, redecme, preſerue, defend, and cherifh 
His taithtull ſoules, and (o 1n louc te nournfh, 
As in his luue theit hues ſhall ncuer perith, 
Bur like the I illy Lue and ever flouriſh: 
Are thelc nor points ſurhcient to appr oue, 
The true aftettion of a peerelefle lou: ? 


Yet more to ſay, that truly may be ſaid 
In humvle hon-,ur of this heauenly I oue, 
In me1cies ſweet to make the ſoule diſmaid, 
To ſee the blcfling of this God abour : 

The lewng Spirie)hmely to refreſh, 

He Jet his {cruants ſec him 1n the fleſh, 
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To ſee him fo, as mighrt not hurt their fight, 

For none might ſec bo nigh fupernall power, 
Bur in his loue to ſec that glorious light, 

Thar gaines thac ſweet that curs oft euery ſowre 3 
The lecond Perſon ot himfelfe, his Sonne, 

In whom are all things to hus glory done. 


And ſee the cauſe why ſo he came vnro vs, 
His onely loue, the onely caule we lrue $ 
And when he came, what comtort did he doe vs, 
To ſauec our hues, his Loue his hife did giue 
And ſo ro ſaue vs from rhe fire of hell, 
That with his Louc we might tor cuer dwell. 


What loue was this,to leaue his heauenly ſear 

Among his Angels, all in glory ſerued, 

To come to Man, who did too 4]] intrear 

The ſacred love, that hath his life preſerued : 
From being honour'd, prais'd, and glorihde, 
To be ditgraced, whipr, and crucifide ? 


In loue he left his ligheſt heavenly pleafures, 
Aboue his Angels, in their heapcs of 1oyes, 
Toliwe on earth in ſorrowes out of mealures, 
With change o6 nothing but the Worlds annoyes! 
In toyle and trauell, long in love he fought vs, 


And with his Death, art laſt full dearce!y bought vs. 


4 . oe Oh 


GE OSD 


A ſolemne Pallion of the Soules Lowe, 


Oh wofull trauell that be vndertooke, 
To bring our les vnto has ſacred Loue, 
Which paine, nor croſſe,/nor death it (clfe forſooke, 
That tv vur f:ith might his atic@ion prouc : 
Which left tbe Spirit of his Loue bchinde him, 
To ſhew the louc that leekes him, how to fande him. 


Inloue he came, that he might comfort doe vs, 

In love wentfrom vs to proutge our places, 

In louc he ſent his Comtorter vnto vs, 

In loue he guides vs with his holy graces: 
In loue he made,bought,keepes,and guides vs thus, 
And (ball nor ive louc him, that fo lou'd vs ? 


Yes, my deare Lord, be thou my deareſt Loue, 

For Chriſt his ſake, l:t my ſoulc ncuer leaue thee, 

Who in thy loue, thy lung truth doth prove, 

That mak=s mc find rhe world doth all deceiue me 2 
And wer: there truth on earth as there is none, 
Yer were thy laue the 1oy of life alone, 


And let theſe teares be witneſſc of my Joue, 
V/hich brſt doe begge remiſhon of my linne, 
An4in repentancedoe bur mercic moue, 
T > ope the gates of grace and let mein: 
Where huinblc Faith but ar thy feet may fall, 
V\ th my loules ſeruiceyloue, and life, and all. 
Forget, 


FDA DART 


CEE BE 


eA ſolemne Pallion of the Soules Lowe, 


———— 


Forget, O Lord, my workes of wickednefle, 
Whercby my ſoule with Po oppreſicd, 
And with the finger of thy Qlinel] :, 
In mercy touch my fpiritio dif}eeſlcd : 
And lave wy life, that draweth nigh to helly 
Louc ae alitule, and I ſnail be well, 


L oc ? no, fvcer T.ord : mercy I craue, nomore, 
My ſinnes arc ſuch, I dare not ſpeake of loue, 
Bur in thy mercy, to thy loue reſtore 
Dy humble faith, that may bur mercy prouc: 
And io approue, that all thc world may ſce 
1 he 105 luil loue betwixt my God and me. 


Oh call me home, and make me heare thy ca!), 
And heare thee ſo, that I may runne ynto thee, 
And hold me aſt, that 1 may neuer fall, 
Bit that my ſoule may cuer ſervice doc thee: 
Shew ſome good toxen, that the world may know, 


My ſoule 1s ble, whom thou halt loued ſo, 


And while 1 liue here in this wretched vale 

Of fearctull danger of internall death, 

Where earthly oban take thoic ſoules to ſale, 

Which haue their bargaine in che hell beneath; 
Let my ſoules love. and life, and labour be, 
To ſecke my ioy, my loue, and life in thee, 


Male 


DADE RARADR 


RA ATN ICH NH Hang 


Al ſolemne Paſlion of the Soules Lowe, 


Make me not nch, Jeſt l tor ger ro thinke, 
From whence | haue the comfort of my heart : 
Nor in ſuch want, let thy poore ſeruant fake, 
Thatl be driuen to craue the needy part : 

Gue me but mernes the necdy torelicue, 

To feed thy flocke, and not the Wolfe to grieue, 


Ler me not liſten to the ſinners ſongs, 

Burt to the Pſalmes thy holy Saints do ling, 

Nor ler me fo:low Tyrants mn their wrongs, 

But kiſſe the rocke where righteouſne le doth ſpring 2 
Lernot mine eye affcA the outward part, 
Bur let mic loue the verrue of the heart. 


And ler my loue be, ro behold thy Tue, 
And let my loue be, bur to hue in thee, 

Aud fo to live, that all the World may proue 
Tae gracious good my God hatK done fer me : 
To -all my toule out of this World of wo, 

In faithtulllouc ro ſcrue my Sautour (o, 


And when they ſce the blot of all their blame, 
To loue the World, but all in wretched royes, 
And do cenfeflſe with inward bluſhing ſhare, 
They are but ſorrowes vato heauenly yes : 
They may with me, forſake all woridly pleaſure, 
And make thy louc an cuctlaſlir.g ticaſure, 


For 
RE SATIN 


SELINA ISR 
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© 


For Lord, by thee we atc, 1n thee we hive, 

And in thy loue the living cannor die, 

And fince thy death did our hues wholly giue, 

For thy Loucs ſake ſhall we atfl:Ction flie ? 
No,my deare Lord,lct life be death ro me, 
So I may dic toliuc1n loue with thee. 


A ioyfull life were ſuch a death indeed, 

From\ exrthly pain to paſſe ro heavenly pleaſure, 

A ioyfull line ter loving hearrs to reade, 

To lcaue the fleth,to taxe the Spirits treaſure : 
Whoſe glorious ſence vnto the Sun doth tall, 
Thar all is nothing to that All in all, 


And1I (alas) of many thouſand ſoules, 

Vnworthy moſt ot his hugh Worth to write, 

Who in hi, Mercics truc record inroules 

Th- Jouing ſubſtance of the ſoules d: light : 
Muſt mercy cry, for teare my loues preſ1ming 
Of roo high ſence,may be my (oulzs confumng, 


And with the teares of true rzpentant loue, 

Looking, vpon the wonders of that Wonder, 

That in his leaſt perteRion may approue 

The greateſt wiſedome of the world put vnder: 
Confetle my wit as ſhort to pen tus prazte, 
As darkeſt nights in light of cleareſt dayes, 


And 
DR RR OR 
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DIED LIES 


A ſolemne Palſ10; -/ the Soules Lowe. 


— 


— 


And fay bur this in grace an4 glories height, 
Where Vetrrues loue doth liuc tor cuer crowned, 
And all th: Hoſt of Heauen and Heauens await, 
Vpon the highcit of the Heauzns renowned : 
Whom Saints and Angels trembling do adore, 


To 1m alone bc praiſe for cucrmore: 


All honour, praiſe, and glory curr be, 
Vnro my louing cucrlaſting King: 
This Kag of lite, whoſo hails loued me, 
To giue my foule this gracious power to fing 
In heart and minde, in man and Angels loue,” 


Al glorious glory be to God aboue, 


EE RR EE Ines 


